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Enough 


Author's Notes: 
A darker take on the James x Jason ship, hope it's still enjoyable :) 


It wasn't like James was ever going to be serious about it. It wasn't like Jason didn't know that he was fooling 
himself. He just couldn't seem to stop buying into the fleeting illusion Despite how James seemed to be 
outwardly ashamed. Ashamed of what they were, and ashamed of him. 


So Jason tried hard. To impress, to be everything James wanted from him. He didn't attempt to become Cliff; 
he knew that would only add fuel to fire and he didn't aim to mimic. Instead, he gave his all to be Jason - the 
very best Jason he could be. He fought with an iron fist to finally win a scrap of recognition. Just a small 
compliment here and there, a nod of agreement. Just one glance of approval. Just one pleased smile. And yet - 
despite his small victories - he remained empty handed, watching everything he'd worked so hard for slip 
through his fingers like sand through an hourglass. His life's hourglass. 


But damned be those who gave up, and Jason wasn't a quitter. He'd never truly been a fighter before he 


became part of Metallica, either, but the trait grew on him. Four years in, and his skin had become tougher. 


He didn't break down, not like those first few months. Not like when the hazing had him in tears, forced him to 
look himself in the bathroom to disguise his breakdowns, because he'd learnt to live with it. He was never going 
to be actual part of Metallica, he was never going to share the privileges of the self entitled Closed Fist. Not 

that that was what he really sought to achieve. All he wanted was for James to be impressed by him. Pleased 


to see what he could accomplish. 


That was why, when he slaved away on his bass lines, he held onto his hope. Despite how he time and time 
again was shot down when he improvised. "Play it like it's supposed to sound, dumbfuck." And he did. Every 
single time, he fell back into himself and allowed James to play him like a fiddle. Allowed James to dictate his 


every move. It was an eternal game of chess that he was forever destined to lose. He was that devout. 


He should have left long ago, and his rational mind kept insisting it wasn't too late yet. He wasn't even his own 
man anymore, along the way he'd become somebody else. Somebody he didn't particularly like. The naive fanboy 
who had been picked up along the road to follow in Cliff's footsteps - the farm boy who looked upon his 
biggest idols with starry eyes, marvelling over the fact that he had been handpicked - was beaten out of him. 


Metallica had murdered him. James had murdered him. 


And still, Jason had loved James. Like a school kid with an uncontrollable crush. He'd followed James like a 
trusty dog. Listened to his beck and call, paid heed to his words of supervision and always tried to imporve. 
There had been the occasional kind words, when no one else could hear them. In the darkness when they were 
alone, James dared open up ever so slightly and reveal the shattered mass that was his insides. Did he dare to 
be vulnerable? Perhaps not, but he was honest. Or Jason would hope so, even though he was uncertain of 


what was truth or lie as of lately. He found it more difficult to tell them apart with every day that passed. 


In the morning, there would be suffering and hell to pay. Slaps, and punches followed by violent insults. He'd be 
the canvas and James’ fists were the paint brushes. The blows coming down over and over, like a skyfall, 
leaving him broken and bruised. Stained black, blue, purple and yellow. Sickly shades. He was left staring into his 
own dull, baggy eyes through the mirror after James slammed the door and walked out on him. Jason stood 


still, regarding what was indeed James’ masterpiece, a perfect example of his own masochism's grand design. 


The black eye he'd been gifted with throbbed. 


And despite the torture, Jason still loved James. Despite the way he'd come to terms with the fact that his 
hero was in short a madman. A sometimes abusive, yet incredibly frail, lunatic. James would come crawling in 
the evening. It always happened the same way. He was drunk, but not wasted. Remorseful but not sorry. His 
face was tear streaked, his hands shaking. And he'd fall into Jason's arms where he either cried his heart out 
or fucked them both into oblivion. More often than not, it happened to be both although not necessarily in that 


order. Always on James’ terms, of course. 


It was agonizing. Despite how Jason's affection and reverance gave way to resentment and rage, he couldn't 
bring himself to hate James. He despised the way he was treated, the way his words meant nothing and his 
actions even less. But it mattered not how he'd lost track of how many cruel, cold hearted tricks James had 
pulled on him. it mattered not how often he'd be disrespected, overlooked or downright patronized again in the 


future. Because the brief moments of tenderness justified everything. Even though, in his warped mind, Jason 


knew how twisted his logic had become. Even though he knew that nothing could make what he'd been put 
through right. There was nothing just in the treatment he recieved. 


Still, in the dark of the night when James came to his bed, Jason forgave everything at the drop of a hat. He 
would never forget, and never belittle the weight of what James - not Metallica - had put him through. What 
he had stripped him down to. It just appeared less important when those blue eyes stared at him with so 
much affection, it made his heart ache. It felt so distant and far away when James' lips moved. When his deep 
voice told him those three words that meant everything and nothing. Nothing for the bad times, everything 
right now. 


In the dark, James loved him. And that was enough. 


